A LITTLE GIRL LOST

behind screaming and beating drums, and then, above
it all, the level, blaring echoes of the Head-man's
trumpet. The Crow-Men had come.

But she was kneeling by the Spotted Stone. She
banged her head and hands on it to make it listen, to
show it she was sorry; after that she got to her feet,
sore and staggering, with tears of pain in her eyes.
Then she began to run round it again, the right way.
She heard the noises of the battle more confusedly
now, her feet kept catching and tripping her. But for
a few cranberries she had eaten nothing since early
that morning. The mist swayed in front of her, the
Spotted Stone heaved as she looked at it, but, as she
stumbled again, there was a thinning and tearing in
the grey air, and when she lifted her head she saw the
Spotted Stone casting a faint shadow. Before the sun
had quite gone under the world he had seen, and the
Spotted Stone would be appeased. The Head-man's
trumpet sounded again, a great round lump of noise
rolling between the stone huts. It would be all right
now.
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